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A MWNISTIERING ANGEL.

A STOIeY 0F A FAMOUS SINGER.
coniitnucd froni Iast issue.

"How everybody stared at you
when you joined in and sung," 1 said.

The snow liad turned into sleet ; a
great chili feil over the whole city.
We iooked out of our windows, peep.
ing through the shutters, and pitying
the people as they rushed past.

A sharp rap at the door. johin
thrust in a note.'

C. My dear friend : Can you comne?
Annie has gone. She said you would
be sure to corne to her funeral. She
spoke of you to the last. Shèe wiil be
buried at four."

I laid the poor littie biotted note
into Parepa's baud. How it stormed!
We hooked into each other's faces
helpiessly. I said: IlDear, 1 mnust go,
but ycu sit by the fire and rest. l'Il
be at homre in two hiours ; and poor
Annie bas gone!"»

IlTell me about it, Mary, I amn
going witb you," she answered.

She threw on her heavy cloak,
wound her long white woolhen scarf
closely about ber throat, drew on ber
woolhen gloves, and we set out to-
gether in thé storm.

Annie's mother was a dressnîaker,
who sewed for me and my friends.
She was ieft a widow when ber one
littie girl was five years old. Her
busband was drowned off the coast,
and out of the blinding pain and ioss
and anguisb bad grown a sort of
idolatry for the delicate, beautiful
cbild, wbose brown eyes iooked like
the young husband's.

For fifteen years this mother had
ioved and worked for Annie, ber wboie
being going out to bless lier one cbiid.
I bad grown fond of themn; and in
small ways, with books and fiowers,
outings and simple pleasures, I bad
made myself dear to them. The end
of the delicate girl's hife had flot
seemed so near, tbougb ber doom
bad been boveririg about ber for years.
I bad tbougbt it ail over as 1 took the

Easter liles frorn rny window-shelf and
wrapped themn in thick papers and
hid thern out of the storru under mny
cloak. 1 knew there wouid be no
other flowers in their wretched rooi.
How endiess was the way to that 1E'ast
End house ! At hast we reached the
place. In the street stood the hearse,
known onhy to the poor.

We clirnbed flight after fliit of
narrow dark stairs of the small upper
rooms. In the middle of the floor
stood a stained coffin, lined withi stifl,
rattling and cheap gauze, resting on
uncovered tresties of wood.

XVe each took the mother's hand
and stood a moment îvith her, silent.
All hope hiad gone out of her face.
She shed no tears, but as I held lier
cold band I feit a shudder go over lier,
but she neither spoke nor sobbed.

The driving storm had made us
late, and the plain, hard-working people
sat stiffly against the walls. Some one
gave us chairs and we sat close to the
mother.

A dreadful bush feul over the smal
room. I whispered to the mother and
asked

IlWhy did you wait s0 long to send
for me ? Ail this would have been so
different."

With a kind of a stare she looked
at m e.

IlI can't remeýnber wby I didn't
send," she said, her hand to her head,
and added, I'I seemed to die, too, and
forgoe titi they brought the coffin.
Then I knew it ail."

The undertaker came and bustled
about. He looked at myseif and
iParepa, as if to say, IlIt's tirne to go!
The wretcbed funeral service was over.

Witbout a word Parepa rose and
walked to the bead of the coffin. She
laid her white scarf on an empt)y chair,
threw ber cioak back from. hier
shoulders, where it feli in long, soft
black uines fromn her noble figure like-
the drapery of rnourning. She laid
her soft, fair hand on the cold foie.
bead, passed it tenderly over the
wasted, délicate face, looked down ah


